Cats

His pastoral tales and heroic ballets, his Zelindors
and Zklotdes and Erosines, which to us seem utterly
vapid and frivolous, never gave him a moment's
uneasiness. His crumpled rose-leaf was the book
by which his name lives in literature.

The book of cats is written in the form of eleven

letters to Madame la Marquise de B-----, The

anonymous author represents himself as too much
excited to sleep, after an evening spent in a fashion-
able house, where the company was abusing cats.
He was unsupported; where was the Marquise,
who would have brought a thousand arguments
to his assistance, founded on her own experience of
virtuous pussies ? Instead of going to bed he will
sit up and indite the panegyric of the feline race.
He is still sore at the prejudice and injustice of the
people he has just left. It culminated in the
conduct of a lady who declared that cats were
poison, and who, " when pussy appeared in the
room, had the presence of mind to faint/' These
people had rallied him on the absurdity of his
enthusiasm; but, as he says, the Marquise well
knows, " how many women have a passion for cats,
and how many men are women in this respect/1

So he starts away on his dissertation, with all its
elegant pedantry, its paradoxical wit, its genuine
touches of observation and its constant sparkle of
anecdote. He is troubled to account for the exist-
ence of the cat. An Ottoman legend relates that
when the animals were in the Ark, Noah gave the
lion a great box on the ear, which made him sneeze,
and produce a cat out his nose. But the author
questions this origin, and is more inclined to agree